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The Studenten-Kneipe. 



A Tale of Heidelberg. 



BY HERBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. 



I was slowly travelling along, following the 
course of that glorious river, the Rhine, the 
pride of Germany, towards the south of that 
romantic country, my thoughts, it thoughts they 
were, bound up in a delicious reverie, wherein 
the Past, toe Present, and the Future, seemed as 
one; my mind, as it were, intoxicated with all I 
had seen, all I had heard, of the magic scene 
around me, so that 1 had no other consciousness 
than that I had achieved the burning desire my 
heart had entertained for years. I was actually 
journeying on the borders ot the Rhine, where 
every height and craggy rock around me was 
crowned with ancient castles, or splendid ruins 
"grim and hoar," each of which I had been in- 
formed by toy talkative guide. Wilheilm Mulier (a 
genuine lover of the marvellous), possessed some 
wondertul legend ol witchcraft or of murder, ot 
enamelled ghost or midnight banqueting of un- 
holy priests ; I was, in fact, oppressed and over- 
come with excels of awe and admiration, and 
could no longer hear the incessant talking of niy 
light-hearted companion; J t seemed to irritate ray 
overwrought feelings; I longed to be alone, to 
meditate at my ease the mighty past, so I desired 
the good-tempered fellow to leave me lor a few 
hours, and seek refreshment at the little village 
of Capellen, that be might order beds and enter r 
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tainmcnt for us, and told him that I would join 
him there soon after sunset. It was a relief to 
mo when he left mo. 

"So this, then, is the river of enchantment!" 
I mentally exclaimed; "every mile of which, 
from i.s birthplace in tbe everlasting Alps to its 
grave (as tar as it regards our tracing) in the 
sands of Holland, where it sinks from human 
sight, but still pursuos its way to its final place 
ot destination, the ocean, is lull of sublimity and 
beauty. Let me look at thee at leisure, beauteous 
Rhine, and listen to thy roarings in thy impetuous 
course! What need of all this clashi g and 
foaming? What means this turmoil and apparent 
haste? Where art thou going, mighty river? 
4 To my grave!' thou answerest me; and so am I, 
but let mo do it calmly, reflectively. Why should 
I gallop pell-mell on, as thou dost, to darkness 
and iorgetfulness ? 

"And that is the magnificent ruin ol the once 
splendid castle ol Stolzenfels, " 1 continued, gaz- 
ing up at it as it stared me full in the face; " in 
thee was perpetrated (so' honest Wilheilm has in- 
lormed me) a most awtul scene of bloodshed 
many centuries back; and thou hast been left 
tenahtless and desolate ever since ! Thy spacious 
halls rootless and overgrown with ivy aud noxious 
weeds ! What ! dost thou beckon me up to thy 
dismantled chambers, as if thou >vouldest have 
again one being of flesh and blood thread the 
mazes of thy solitude? And so inebriate was 
now become my imagination, that 1 fancied the 
unglazed windows and open doorways of that 
grey ruin looked at me with imploring eyes, and 
that I heard a sound, amidst that of the rushing 
waters beside me, saving, "Stranger, come up 
hither: I have somewhat to impart to thee !" 

There. are. some quite matter-of-fact persons 
who, seeing me then m my excited state of mind, 
would have ordered me to have my head shaved 
and a blister, applied to it ; perhaps a sedative of 
some sort or kind would have done me good, but 
the ro.ns of Reason had only slipped out of my 
hands lor a short season, and the Spirit of Ro- 
mance was now running, away w)t|i mp, helter- 
skelter, over precipices and and frowning chasms, 
at forty-horse power speed; in fact, she, this 
same spirit, caused me to clamber up the rugged 
face of the mountain without breaking my neck, 
and set me down, panting it is true, but in a 
whole skin, in one of tho ruined stone galleries 
of Stolzenfels. I knew not for what purpose I 
was there, or how I should ever get down again, 
as I was unacquainted with the path that once 
let circuitously up to it, but wh'.ch had fallen, by 
long disuse, into decay. 

There is a particular Providence, I have often 
heird, over cnildren and persons who are intoxi- 
cated; lot them tumble about ever so fearfully, 
seldom do they meet with serious injury. Thus 
goes the adage. Why such peculiar iavor should 
bo shewn to votaries of the rosy god I know not, 
but that it was extended to me, during my mind's 
drunkenness at Stolzenfels, I verily believe; I 
met not with one stumble, as far as I can recol- 
lect, up my precipitous way. Oh, that the ascent 
to Heaven could be as easily scaled ! Perhaps it 
is to those who have the inflatus lull upon them, 
as I hail theu. It gives wings to the feet, vigor 
to tho arm, strength of nerve to the whole trame. 
So martyrs have met their fate— so heroes have 
braved every danger— so patriots have bled— aud 
so 1, once in my Hie at least, under the magic in-, 
lluence of Romance, found myself seated against 
a broken pillar at the refulgent hour of sunset, 
In that noble ruin, looking down upon the superb 
river below, which, on account of the distance, 
appeared tranquil as a lake, although the rush 
of its agitated wave3 still reached my ears, and 
told me of the delusion. There I sat, heated, 
entranced, drinking in at my eyes larger draughts 
from i ho cup of inebriation, until, I suppose, I 
fell fast asleep. 

Whether I was in a sort of a poetic trance I 
cannot say; but my consciousness was first 
awakened by a sort of whispering sound near 
mo, and, turning my eyes in the direction from 
which it came, the moonbeam, now pouring 



gloriously through the dismantled windows, 
showed me clearly the outlines of two figwes, 
both habited in flowing white, and appearing, 
Irom the peculiar pale light with which they were 
surrounded, as it they were formed from monu- 
mental marble. But then the sound that issued 
from them, how could I account for that ? In a 
moment there rushed through my brain the 
thought that I was in the presence of superna- 
tural beings, and my blood froze in my veins at 
the conviction. 

Oh! how agonizing is that state where the 
nerves are held in strong and unnatural tension, 
where every hair on tho head seems as if it were 
sympathetic with the wild, deep, but often sup- 
pressed throbbings of the overwrought heart; 
and the eyes, strained almost to bursting, have 
neither the power to close or turn themselves 
away from what they gaze oh! 1 have lull re- 
membrance of that unutterablo moment, and feel 
how vast is the gidf of separation between us 
poor, weak, trembling mortals and beings that 
are disembodied ! We must, indeed, put oil* this 
clothing, made up of net-work of sensative fibres, 
each communicating with a still more sensitive 
organ, tho brain, to be able to endure calmly the 
presence of spirits, and talk to them as man con- 
verses with man. 

How long I thus remained paralysed with ter- 
ror it is impossible to guess, for I had lost all no- 
tion oi time, aud space, and identity: I heard a 
sound as of voices, but it was indistinct, nor 
could my sense of hearing, partaking my general 
alarm, collect a single idea, from what it'heard, 
to convey to my wildly agitated brain, in order 
to soothe the beatings of my heart. 

1 am not describing myself here as a hero or a 
philosopher I well know, but am relating, with 
the finger of Truth things as they actually oc- 
curred to a sort of dreamy, romantic, young man, 
in very weak health, just out of a nervous fever, 
who had imbibed a strong fancy for Germari lit- 
erature, and was now nearly beside himself at 
arriving at the summit of his wishes, traversing 
the borders ol the Wvine, and clambering up, 
he kuew noc how, to the legendary castle ot 
Stolzenfels. 

At length I was enabled to collect a few articu- 
late words, spoken at a distance, and, as far as 1 
could understand them, in my droaduilly agitated 
state, they were these: 

"Meet me at Heidelberg, at the Studenten. 
Kneipe, on May the 17th;" 

Anothar voice replied, "Fail not!'' and 1 
thought I distinguished the words, "It was not 
murder, but justifiable homicide;" but I cannot 
be positive, for another wonder seized me, that 
disembodied spirits, as I concluded these two be- 
ings to be, should, m their private whispered con- 
versation, speak of time precisely as we on earLh 
do " The 11th of May /•' It seemed, in ray idea, to 
lower the character and nature of spirits; so I 
gathered up courage enough to look at them 
a^ain, for my nerves had relaxed a little during 
this mental observation, and I had closed my 
strained eyes for a single instant When I 
opened them, both tho figures had disappeared. 
The beams of the full moon shot down straight 
over the place they had occupied. A sickening 
sensatijn, as of approaching death, quite oppo- 
site to the one I had lately "endured, came upon 
me: every nerve seemed is if relaxed in a mo- 
ment; a. tinkling of bells sounded in my ears, a 
cold perspiration bedewed my forehead, and I 
sank backward in a swoon. 

On recovering, I found myself in a neat com- 
fortable bed, the curtains as white as snow, at the 
little village inn of Cappellen, wjth my host's 
pretty daughter, Margaret, ou one side ot me, 
and on the other my faithful servant and guide, 
Wilheilm Muller. 

I heard from their discourse, that Wilheilm, 
having become alarmed at my non -arrival at the 
inn the previous evening, had, with three or four 
stout peasants, sought me in the dreaded castle 
of Stolzenfels, and partaking somewhat of my 
alarm, for they dec'ared they had seen an appari- 
tion, all in white, pass along the broken parapet 



of the great stone gallery, they had found me 
lying seuseless at the base of one of the marble 
columns, aud not far irom me a richly ornament- 
ed cigar-case half rilled with the very best Ha- 
vannahs, and the patent tinder still warm, as if 
it had lately been used. 

" My master doe3 ttbt smoke," said Wilheilm 
to the pre:ty Margaret. I felt, more than knew, 
that she was pretty, from the deference with 
which my German servant addressed her, and 
from the sweetness ot her voice. Oh ! how much 
is there in a voice. 

" I never heard that ghosts smoked tobacco," 
urged my host's daugh ter. * * Besides, this beau- 
tiful case, J, see was mule in Pa? % is, and has a 
coronet worded on it. But I think the gentleman 
moves." 

"That case belongs to me, young woman," 
cried I, drawing aside the snowy curtain with a 
trembling hand, for I felt at any rate I had tho 
best right to it from what I had suffered. 

Margaret put it, blushins*ly, into my hand, and 
I promised her a ducat when I had breakfasted. 
This was a /tint' tor her departure. I desired 
Wilheilm not to speak to me on the adventure of 
the previous evening, which seemed to cause him 
severe disappointment, for muttering to himself, 
"Just as Mynheer pleases, but people will think 
what they like tor all that," he began to busy 
himself about preparing my toilet, whistling in 
an uuder tone, some favorite popular air, which 
I told him I could dispense with. 

" It is a pity mynheer does not send for a Lu- 
theran priest, and tell all that is on his mind, " 
said Wilheilm, with the water-jug in his hand, 
after filling a large basin with its contents; "I 
never saw Mynheer use that cigar-case all tho 
time I have lived with him." 

"Probably not," answered I, dryly. "Can't 
an English gentleman smoke a cigar in a damp 
ruin, but he must givo an account of it to his do- 
mestic?'' 

My heart smote me tor my harsh and equivocat- 
ing reply to my faithful servant, af.er he had taken 
so much paiqs, too, to >seek me out — shewn so 
much affection in the care of me since; but I was 
in no humor to talk to him just the .« ; I wished to 
be alone once more, to ruminate at my leisure; 
and the words still rang in my ears, — 

" Meet me at Heidelberg, at the Studenten- 
Kneipe, on May the VJth. n 

" Was that mysterious phrase addressed to me 
or his companion ? :? I exclaimed aloud, forgetful 
of the presence of my loitering, inquisitive at- 
tendant. 

" Did Mynheer see two of them, then ?" inquired 
Wilhe.lm, his eyes opened to their full extent. 

"Go and prepare my breakfast, sir/' said I, 
sternly. "Did Pnot say I would not be ques- 
tioned?" 

In a few minutes I heard him whistling away' 
below, and chatting gaily to Margaret, as he as- 
sisted her to put the breakfast things in order and* 
boil my chocolate and eggs. 

On the day following I was on my way to Heid- 
elberg. I was obliged, by weakness, to remain 
one day at Capellen. 

The mountains of Leibenstein and Sternenfels, 
topped with a ruined castle, invited me, quite as 
strongly as did the preceding one of Stolzenfels, 
to scale their high precipitous foundations and to 
visit their tenantless chambers, but I heeded them 
xot. In vain Wilheilm, the everlasting Wilheilm, 
related to me en passant, a strange and wild le- 
gend respecting those two mountains called " The 
wothei's ;" and the feuds once caused in those 
decaying castles by the love borne by the two ba- 
rons' sons of one for tho Lady Geraldine in the 
opposite one, whose hair hung down several 
inches on the ground, so that she was obliged, in 
walking, to throw it across her arm, as ladie3 do 
their trains; her father not choosing she should 
twist it up in a knot behind, because the peasant- 
girls so dressed their sun-burnt locks; and how 
she dedicited those auburn ringlets and herself to 
the Virgin, who, because of their excessive beau- 
ty, would not suffer them to be cut off when she 
professed, or even to cover them with a hood and 
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veil when she became the abbess of the convent 
she bui't in the valley between " The Brothers ;" 
and how a youth Jul priest, in shriving her, was 
struck dumb, because- he attempted to cut oil a 
single lock of that long fair hair as an ottering to 
his patron-saint or wittf impure affection, it never 
was ascertained which, and recovered it not until 
he had presented an enormous gold chalice to 
Geraldine's convent, or to the image of the Virgin 
there. Still I hurried on my route to Heidelberg. 

After resting the night at Bingen, and being 
struck with the beautiful Roman bridge I crossed, 
I pursued my way, not stopping to look at any- 
thing, but muttering constantly to myself, " Yes, 
I will meet you both on the 17th ot May;" "Noth- 
ing but death shall prevent my being at Heidel^ 
berg, and at the Studenten-Kneipe at the appoint- 
ed time." 

Weary w as I, and so was Wilheilm, as could be 
clearly understood from himself, for he whistled 
no longer his favorite air, or endeavored to at- 
tract my attention by his " legendary lore," or a 
single remonstrance upon the jaded state of our 
horses and the little repose I had afforded either 
myself or him since we had left the comfortable 
little inn at Capellen. Perhaps the form and face 
ot the pretty Margaret still floated over his remem- 
brance, and added regret to his weariness. I had 
observed that he lingered a minute or so alter me 
as I departed from mine host's, no doubt to give 
a parting salute to the cheek of his charming 
daughter. I read it thus in the self-satisfied smile 
that sat upon the rogue's lips, as he joined me, 
and demanded, " Whether Mynheer ?vas not well 
pleased with the accommodation he had met at 
the Silver Swan?" 

"Most truly, sir," answered I, smiling in my 
turn ; " and, now I think of it, I had promised my 
little nurse a ducat- for returning me — my eight- 
case. Take it, Wilheilm, and present it to her, 
with my compliments, when next you meet." 

'• 1 thought I saw Mynheer presenting it him- 
selt," said Wilheilm, coloring deeply, which show- 
ed how closely ho had been Watching us both. ' 

"True, Wilheilm, but she will not refuse ano- 
ther for the satisfaction she has given to my hon- 
est domestic at parting ;" and I looked archly at 
him. 

" Margaret would scorn to receive money for 
any favor she might be p eased to confer on those 
she liked," answered my servant, a little resent- 
fully, and refusing to take the piece of gold I of- 
fered him. 

"Pshaw, Wilheilm," said I; "if I had kissed 
.the girl myseli, and then paid her for it, you could 
only look as you now do. Tell her it is to buy a 
breast-knot, when she is to be married to a cer- 
tain whistling, ghost-loving fellow, of the name of 

." Before I could pronounce it, Wilheilm 

had taken the piece of gold, and resumed his 
place in the rear. 1 saw how it was; he had often 
been at the " White Swan" betore, and was the 
Hand of the pretty Margaret. 

But, wayworn and reflective,, we were now ap- 
proaching the ancient city of Heidelberg. It was 
evening, and, as I had computed well, it vyas on 
the 16tii of May, the day previous to the myste- 
rious appointment, signified by the beings I had 
beheld at Stolzenfels, whether of this world or not 
was yet to be known— whether intended for me 
that appointment, or for each other, was equally 
uncertain. Perhaps the most extraordinary part 
of the atiair was, that I imagined the language 
used by th^se two white robed, cigar-smoking 
gentry was Irish ; but how they had been able to 
preserve that accent, if disembodied, was to me 
another wonder, for, though Irish myse.f, and 
consequently believing myself to be a descendant 
of "the inost ancient race On earth; 11 which the 
very name of our abode proves to hive been 
styled "believers," when all the re3t of the earth 
was in the /very depth of darkness and supersti- 
tion, as the great Moullah Feroze, the Palahir 
teaches us, that Iran is the plural of Ein, and 
means "the country of believers," or the Sacred 
Isle. I was puzzled. Perhaps it is accorded to 
them alone, I argued, to keep their neculiar ac- 
cent, at least until they are quietly laid in their 



grave?. All this, and more, I probably may 
learn to-morrow; and I spurred on my wearied 
mare. At length we reached Heidelberg. 

We passed through the Manheim gate, and 
down the long Hauptstrasse, which appeared 
endless. 1 looked at many enticing inns, Brown 
Bear3, Green Dragons, and White II arts r - but rode 
on. 

" Where will Mynheer please to alight?" ven- 
tured to ask the disconsolate Wilheilm. " There 
is an excellent hotel yonder to the right, beds fit 
for the emperor, and a larder that an archbishop 
would smile at;" but, without turning my head I 
rode on. < ;.- 

" They keep the finest Johanisburg and all sorts 
ot wines at the Golden Eagle, just at that corner," 
remonstrated my nearly exasperated servant, 
riding up abreast ot me, and touching his cap. 
" There is a terrible storm coming over the brow 
of the Jettenbuhl yonder, where the castle stands, 
and, believe me, a storm in Heidelberg is no joke, 
Mynheer. They have a proverb here which I 
well remember, and the severe wetting I once got 
by not attending to it." 

"What is the proverb, Wilheilm 1" I asked, 
with most provoking indifference, my thoughts 
being on another subject. 

"There is always much wisdom tucked up un- 
der the wing of a proverb," resumed my servant, 
brightening up at being requested to recite. He 
cleared up his throat, and began : 

" When the Jettenbuhl puts on his dark cap of 

grey, 
Both horseman and footman should hie them 

away ; 
But when it looks black on the old Odenwald, 
Expect by the storm to be soon overhauled 1" 

Wilheilm gave me this Heidelberg proverb in 
its native German, knowing me to be a tolerable 
proficient in his language, but I have done the 
best I could to give it an Englis version. 

' ' An1 there, " added the poor fellow, 4 ' if Myn- 
heer will but turn his h^ad, he will see the black 
mantle gathering like a curtain,* over the * Oden- 
wald,' himself Let me pray you to seek shelter 
somewhere. See, large drop3 are patttering on 
the pavement, and there is that awful stillness 
which always forebodes the bursting forth, of the 
hurricane." 

" Whereabouts, Wilheilm," I inquired, " is the 
great Studenten-Kneipe of Heidelberg? I shall 
lodge there to-night." 

"Lodge at the Studenten-Kneipe!" uttered the 
man, in utter amazemeut. * ' Why Mynheer might 
as well attempt to get repose in the very entrails 
of Hell itself! It is quite clear mxlor Anglais 
knows nothing of the Heidelberg Studenten- 
Kneipe, or he would not have such a wish." 

"It is for that very reason, my good fellow, 
that I am resolved to go," answered 1, with cool 
determination; "so show me the way at once, 
for the « black cap* on the Odenwald,' I see. looks 
like that on a judge's head before be condems a 
man to execution." 

Wilheilm knew nothing respecting the customs 
of the judge in England, but he was aware that 
the storm was close at hand, and was wil ing to 
get shelter anywhere, knowing also, by the tone 
of his master, that he wovld be obeyed, he made 
the best of his way towards the favorite place of 
entertainment of the Heidelberg , students, and 
much to the amazement of the host : himself, de- 
manded, "if his master, an English lord, (for 
English and Irish were the same to him, and all 
had patents of nobility,) could have accommoda- 
tion theie tor the night?" 

"We are seldom asked for beds, replied the 
rubicund landlord ; "but," winking with his eye 
to the German servant, " we can deny no lavor 
to the English, tor reasons you and I understand 
well enough ; of course I am not bouud to sap- 
ply your master with sleep, but he is welcome to 
lay himself down on my own bed, which is on the 
third story; but he must not mind our Heidel- 
berg boys; they won't bear tne muzzle on their 
mouths, and it is just naw high change with 
them?" 

"You have no private room here, I suppose?" 



inquired Wilhei'm; "and as for the horses, what 
are we to do with them ?•' 

"There is a hostelry next door," said I, alter 
reconnoitering the premises, "and you, Wilheilm, 
can take charge or them there: I shall not want 
your assistance here. Bring me up the little 
valise into my host's chamber, which he has so 
kindly promised me the use of, and call me pre- 
cisely at six o'clock." 

41 There will not be much occasion for that," 
muttered Wilheilm, and I saw him put his hand 
significantly to his own head when he thought I 
was lookimr another way, and I began to think 
that the fellow was right. What had I, to do, if 
in my sober senses, with this detestable, uproari- 
ous Studenten-Kneipe, the clamor of which nearly 
stunned me at the present moment, although I 
had not yet entered within its doors? Why 
should I follow up an adventure which had al- 
ready produced on my weak frame insensibility - 
and horror? What might it not lead to? But 
Destiny, or rather my own uill, worked up to an 
unnatural state of obstinacy, would listen to no 
arguments. I determined that I would be at the 
rendezvous of the mysterious pair on the \Wi of 
May, and see what would come of it. 

In entered, when I had thus made up my mind, 
with sort ef desperate courage; as if, like an in- 
strument, I had wound myself up until every 
strimr was ready to crack. 1 entered into the 
principal hall of the Pandemonium ; ail the win- 
dows were open, and yet so dense was the atmos- 
phere from tobacco-smoke that I could discern 
nothing, and actually stumbled against one ot the 
four long tables that ran through the immense 
room, and, had I not been guided to a seat in a 
distant corner by "mine host," should never have 
found my way. I was perfectly stupefied with the 
fumes around me, deafened by the various shout- 
ings, yelling?,' vocifeations, and uproar, that met 
my ear. I could distinguish no particular sound, 
where so many co-mingled and sought for mas- 
tery. But tallow- candles were, at length, brought 
in abundance; I hadtwo placed on my little table, 
and some refreshment, such as it was, and they 
could begin dimly to perceive, through the clouds 
of smoke some ot the principal objects in this ex- 
tended hall, which was anything aut a "Hall of 
Science." 

"I smell a fox," cried the president of tne 
night, a pale thin young man, seated in an old 
high-backed elbow-chair with two tarnished gilt 
lions at the front corners, which was mounted 
upon a couple of empty beer-barrels. " Siienti- 
um !" he roared; striking with his long wand of 
office the empty barrel nearest to him; "smell, I 
say, a nasty skulking jox in yonder corner; hunt 
him out, and let us single his brush." 

My host interfered, and let the president know, 
with a deep sonorous voice, that thejfox, that is, 
niyself, a new-comer, was under his especial pro- 
tection, his guest, and moreover, an English lorp 
upon his travels. 

{To be Continued.) 
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FROM THE GERMAN OF C. L. FERNOW. 



[Concluded.']' 
The true meaning ot the assertion that there is 
but one style, may at Jirst sight appear to contra- 
dict another principle, namely, that each figure 
must have its own style. But both express the 
same meaning, only in differeut words. For style, 
we repeat, is the aesthetic character of a work of 
art, as inherent in the object— it springs from the 
relation between the specific form and the indi- 
vidual modification of it. This relation must ex- 
ist in all works of art, and so far the style is in 
all essentially the same. But in every artistic 
ideal this relation receives a different shape, and 
out of th's difi'erence arise multiplied varieties of 
character. Thus far, every work of art has a 
style of its own, in accoi dance with the pecu- 
4iarities of its character, but this style can only 



